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A

The Story of the -
Missing Watchman!

N my arrival at the offles one

" morning one lettér on my deak
appealed to me at once. It was
written neatly and with pains-

taking care—but there were marks of
agitation In the underlined “urgent” In
one corner and “Flease redd” in another,
It was a simple, human document:
“Dear Misa Falrfax:

"1 am engaged to the watchman of the
bank. Yesterdny I met him on the
street 'with another girl and he did not
speak to me. What shall I do? .

“MARY RYAN,
“131 East 181st street.’

% gave it & moment or two of thousht
and then returned to the rest of my mall
with the idea of coming back to Mary
Ryan's letter later after I had gotten
& little more perspective on her trouble.

1 was half way through my mail when
the new reporter whose desk was next
to mine came In. Jimmy Barton brought
a certain freshness and enthusiasm fo
his work which communicated itself all
through the city room. The office boya
grested him and the most blase copy-
reader on the paper looked up to
Jimmy's wide, friendly, Infectious
Miss Fairfax,” sald he,
eeds a man's
Uncle

o

“*Morning,
“Any question that n
broad viewpoint? Can your
James help you any? X

Then he hurrl over to the city

ftor—Howard rnes—and report-

that a,reform wave had struck
ew York' for the police sergeant's
book was as white and pure as the
sniow that would frll next January. A
second later Mr, HBarnes picked up his
phone and Jimmy's extension phone
sounded simuitaneously.

Jimmy darted out with an alr of
excitement. An hour later Jimmy Bar-
ton came whirling Into the office

in with the oyclonic effect he
:fi‘nrl produced when he Had a good

story.

"Sornnhln’. doing in l‘ttlo o0ld New
York now,” he remarked] as he passed
my desk after reporting to the city
editor. “Bank robbers got $30,000 in
the Bronx. And the watchman n'f'
thﬂ little old bank has dluc eared.

e sat down at his machine and
an hlmmorlnr
e

out & story.
r. Barnes called to him: "Get out
your story as fast as posasible. We

can't walt more than fifteen minutes.”

A Sudden Clue.
Put my mind had focused suddenly

on gone point, The robbery had been In
the Bronx and the watchman was miss-
ing. East 151st street was in the Bronx,
too. Could there be any oonu;‘:lon be-
tween Mary Ryan and that robbery.
Jimmy gt Ot,lrl his copy with the apeed
a good newspaperman must possess. He
handed 1t chmhb)r ;h?“uat?oh:dn:t‘i;l
boy w nis -
g?&! on h.ll l.|I:I I;revlntlon for ae-

rture.
p."Jmt a minute, Mr. Barton!" I called.

1 rose and held -out Mary Ryan's let-
ter to the clt{ editor: 1 felt 1 could
best help her by enlisting his Interest.
He glanced over the letter hutllr. {r
keen face lighted up with the pleasurs
8 good newaph an feels when -he

ka' ha Is on lﬁa "“inslde'’ of a story.

*“You'd 3“ er so along with Mr. Bar-
ton,”’ aal !}r. arnes teny. showing
the I:atlcr 1o t:le );ou:. reporter who had
mowv up to his desk.

”Comtpon. We'll ind the girl,'”" cried
Jimmy enthusiastically.

.. Jimmy Barton hurried me over to
the subway in frantic speed.

* ‘'m_talk It over,” he sald, when
the Lefox avenue traln embarked
us at last fairly on our adventure.
“If your girl is the sweetheart of
that mlumf watchman, we ought to
get some story.”

“I¢ my girl ia the sweetheart of the
missing matchman, hope we can
bring some help."

“You're & fing newspaper woman
Miss Fairfax! I belleve you'd rather
h-‘lg along a wedding than an extra!"

“Of course, 1 would,” 1 laughed.
‘"How long do you think I could keep
the falth and interest of my readers
if I thought of them as copy? They're
friends to me. 1 don't pretend to be
& newspape; woman. I'm jumt a big
silater to troubled hearts.’

"By 1 guess about the only
way & fellow could get you to notice
him would be to have a few little
tragediea or his own,” laughed Jimmy
Barton. “I'll try It sometime when
we _have a quiet da{."

nte trouble™ I

"!';:,7111. to get
an o
“No; I'm always in trouble. I have

A natural affinity for that. I mean
td{ln. in love.” ¥ ”

A Serious Business.

“And ask me to get you out” 1
asked. FEven a woman, most of whoso
life centers about other people’'s stories,
may enjoy having a lttle fun of her
own in teasing a dapper youth like
Jimmy Barton,

Iut at the end ol our ride all our
idle chutter was forgotten, for we cume
fnoe to face with u real tragedy. Aar
Ryan lived in one of a long row of ordi-
nary brick apartment houses out In the
Rronx. We cl/imbed four narrow flights
of staira ard came at last to a door
ih the' center of which was tacked a
card on which was written, "Mrs, B. J.
Ryan." A moment Iater In answey to
our ring, a motherly, plain-looking wom.
an of about forty-five opened the door.

We found ourselves in a plainly fur-
nished |ttle place just a step or two
ahcve actual verty. Over at the win-
daw stood a slender girl of about twen-

Jove!

ty. - Her heaving shouldera and the
oril ed “extra' at her feet, which had
reached the Bronx as rapldly as we had,

told her atory.

There was undoubtedly a connection
batween Mary Rynn's tronbled .question
of the day before and the bank robbery
which filashed Ite story in blg headlines
acreas the front page of our puper.
Jimmy picked up the erumpled ball and

smoothed it out, It took me just a sec-
ond to read It:
“THIRTY THOUSAND DOLLAR

BANK ROBBERY IN BRONX.
WATCHMAN MISSING.

“Police Seeking for George Me-
Cabe, Trusted Employe.”

f hurried 1o the slde of the sobbing

I and lald my hand on her arm.

'va come In answer to your letteg,"
1 sald. “I'm Beatrice Falrfax."

The two women faced me In absolute
amazement, Then the mother rushed
forward, caught my hand and covered
it with kissee,

“Glory be to the salnts!" ahe.
“8top cryin’, Mary darlint, look
who's come to help you, It's Miss Falr-
fax herself, bleas her kind heart.'

"“Misn Falrfax!" gasped Mary. "You've
come all the way out here to help me?"

Jummy stepped brigkly. *“'And to let
ru help us a little bit, too. It looks
ika a preity good atory''—he began.

I presented the garrulous youth and
he told them that It was hia story they
had just been reading.

“Oh, It's George's hank—1 ecan't think
what it'a-all about. Miss Fairfax, George
wis & good hoy and he loved Mary,"

sald
and

&

+| and

cried Mrs, Ryan,
"l think we can help you find Ueorge,
Aery,” said I; “that's what I have come
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NEW WORK FOR HUMANITY

the newspapers.
concerning the affairs of their

of the most important episodes

pictures.

acting of the story,

the screen.

Dear Readers of The Washington Times:

At the suggestion,of a wise man | have be;
of work. For years | have written "Advice to the Lovelorn' for
I have answered questions of men and women

Now | am going to do something mibre exciting than that.
With the help of Miss Grace Darling | am going to take some

ters from the millions of readers of “Advice to the Lovelorn,”
make stories of them for The Washington Times, and Miss Dar-
ling and Basil Dickey will turn them into scenarios for motion

They will be produced as stories in The Times every Sunday,
and during the week following the motion pictures will show the

It is so exciting to think of having your thoughts changed
into actual moving human beings appearing before the public on

In my work in collaboration with Miss Darling in the motion

pictures I shall try to give good advice, working as slways with
my one great motto, “Love make$ the world go round.”

: new kind

hearts.

that come to me through the let-

BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

but of course Mr. Harton is a Te-
porter and what he wants ia a story ana
A ‘beat’ for our paper. Lo you think
you can tell us anything that will heip
us solve this mystery,

“I hope B0, Uh, please help me fNnd
nim. 1 love him so. " and Mary feill to
sobbing again. Hut in a few moments
she regained her self-control and told us
her story.

Unce a week George got off from duly
and took her to lunch. He eame down-
town to the wholesale millinery store
where she was one of the trimmers ana
on that gala day Miss Hyan oualy
wenl out for her noon meal on the arm
of Mr, McLabe,

George wns a nice looking chap and
Mary always thrilled with joy when the
other girla saw him come for her. He
Was 80 steady and dependable. Un that

fcular day some people AL & neéarby
- le In the restaurant sat and stared at

m.

At first Mary had merely gloried In
the clean, good looks that always il-
tracted such favorable attention. Then
her woman's jealousy atirred, for the
girl who was watching him had a cheap
and flashy prettiness, and_she seemed
much more interested in George than In
the hard faced man at bher side.

“I asked him if he knew .them. Oh.
Mi#s Falrfax, he sald he didn‘'t but that
was the girl I saw him with later and he
stared at me as if he'd never seen me
before.”

The rest of her story was quickly told.
At 5 she left her place of employment
and hurrled home, B8he stopped at a lit-
tle neighborhood store to do an errand
and presently she met George and the
flashy looking girl she had Ween in the
reataurant,

Her lover had a heavy bandage about
hia throat, but he still wore his uniform

for,

and badge, He stared at her blankly |

with expressionless eyes that had In
them no trace of interest.

"*Think of It, Miss Fairfax. My George
wulked along next to that painted up
thing and cut me dead. .8he took him by
the arm and hurried him away—and he
didn't even try to stop her. But what-
ever he did Is her fault, I'm sure.
George Is honest and I love him_ mo.
Oh, won't you find him for me Mis-
ter?”

Mary Gives the Photograph.

“Here's his photograph,” cried Mra
Ryan, pointing proudly to the plcture
of a good looking, well set up young
chap, which occupied s place of honor
on the mantle.

Jimmy studied the pincture—then
he asked Mary to lend it to him, and
she tearfully consented. My first Im-
pulse was to protest—and then I
sensed that Jlmmf Barton had a plan,
What it was I did not quite fathom
then. If I had, I might have helpe
more intelligently and we might all
have esca & very torturing experi-

ence,

“Miss Falrfax, won't you stay here
with your little friend?" asked Jimmy.
“I've a plan, and I think we'll get re-
sults from It pretty quickly."”

“Will you stay?” asked Mary eagerly.

“If you don't hear from me by dark,
come to the office”" ordered Jimmy
Barton rather masterfully. “Thanks
for the photograph.”

Then he hurried out and left me to

ussle over the best way to help Mary

yan endure her long hours of un-
cartnintﬁ‘,

Poor Mary Ryan suffered tortures as
she vacillated between hope and despair
while we walted for some word from

:m:n'y Barton, reporter and amateur
sleuth,

“Oh, If he's only alive, Miss Fairfax
=that's all I ask, just for him to be
alive and well."

Hours passed and there was no word
from Jimmy. i realized that Mary's
strained and tortured nerves could no
longer endure Inaction. The only thing
for us to do was to get out In the
fresh alr and walk over to the street on
which she had met her lover and the
mysterfous young woman whose part
In_her life was a0 pussling.

Colncldence 1s very often kind. We
wandered up and down for almost half
an hour, and just when Mary w
ginning to yleld to utter despair a
young woman came around the corner
urried on ahead of us, with & bold
and swaggering walk and manner which
at once attracted my atention to her.
A second later Mary touched my arm
desperately, 1 was not at all surprised
when she whispered, ""That's the girk—
the very girl'

We hurried after the girl and watched
ber vanish through a door at our left.

‘"We muat go, too,'” cried Mary.

I knew that to follow her gn our In-
sufficient evidence was sheer “hravado,
but who ean refuse tortured desperation
when it vislons one chance In a thou-
sand of finding rellef?

A Doctor's Apartment,

The girl we were following had en-
tered an apartment on the first foor of
the dark and gloomy bullding. On the
door there wns a little brnss sign
pricked out [n black letters. It read,
“Dr, Bechulze,” There aseemed no
ticular folly In entering a doctor's of-
fice. Mary walked unhesitatingly over
to the door and turned the knob, It
vielded, We entered a room which car-
ried out the promise of the slgn sn the
door. It was distinetly a*doctor's office
of the type one (dnds !n poor nelghbor-
hoods. There were charts and diagrams
on the walls. and the table was covered
with magazines. A great many shabby

d| rwaken at an

chalrs stood about the room, and th
alr was Iimpregnated with the luuy?

::;I‘: odor of lodoform and other medi-
Later | had a hard time excusing my-
self for the sheer sympathetic folly
{ Which made nie permit Mary to lead
| when lno_ Was a0 padly In neea of a
| leader. We should have found a police-
man before We entered Into what might
zg:; & lion's den as well as a doctor's

Mary had propped on her kn

Was pecring through a koyhol:.:rh-i:g
Bave a view of the room into which we
supposed the girl we were following had

gone.

“Minss  Fairfax, that Kirl’s In
and they've got a whole sulitcase ruﬂ.::
money. you suppose——'* she began,

Interrupted herself sud-

and then she
denly and cried aloud with real joy vi-
her tones, "(g.orlef

brating through
Gll-orge! Oh, I'm so glad I've found you."

turned and faced the young man
to whom she was speaking. For a second
his expression was one of blank un-
recognition. Then he Iaughed coldly and

with eruelty which di
s Seueity & did not attempt to

Mary Is Caught.

A second later the door of the inner
room burst open and in a quick pano-
rama I saw the mysterious Kirl close the
money-filled sultcase and realized that
{one of the biggest. moat brutal looking
vl:w:n lhhad ever seen was fairly leaping

nto the room where M
Iaoﬂfool!.hl; ﬁomumd. DT AT hed

@ was followed by a man I knew at
|once must be the "‘Dr. Schulze'* of the
‘8lgn on the door. There was a leveled
| gun Jn_the doctor's hand. 1 ecaught

Mary's wrist and rushed with her to the
:::.u:’t:’r .t:naﬁ’r But the other girl stood

nE so unple r -
‘.d\-lt;mi ll;*. effect o n'::tal:t.th“ o
ary Ryan's letter had b -
‘°1,"'_:“b"“ et Bl d brought me in
© blg man caught MaTy In his stron
arms and dragged her Into the tnnet
room. A moment later the doctor and
the man who looked like Mary's misaing
sweetheart had overpowered me. They
bound us tightly with strong ropea which
held our bodles manacled to chalrs, and
q}lite helpless. I had a feeling that 1
wan trussed up like a Christmas turkey,
and 141 the midst of my hideoun aurprise
I had a queer desire to laugh at the
lb;um nrure I knew I was cutting.
n a situation llke that one a
has a strange feeling of unmll::.‘vg
heqt telling myself that this absurd
melodrama  couldn't be trup—that I
TNentrice Fairfax., could not be’ taking
part in this ridiculous scens, so like
thog.e depicted In the “ten. twenty, thir-
tlee”™ of my syouth, I expected to
¥y minute and find myself

at my desk,

A Menacing Figure.

But & moment Iater the grim reality
of the sltuation forced Itsslf on me.
In A coarse, husky voice, without trace
of culture or emojlon, the man who
looked like Mary's sweetheart was
speaking: “They'ro after us at the
other place, too. We got to get out of
town."

The *'Doctor” nodded emphatically.
The other two men and the xirl seemeod
to be absolutely under orders from him,
Ha gave hi¥x commands In a serles of
signals, which he jerked out roughly
and which they obeyed withou{ protest.
The blg man lifted the sultcase full of
money and followed the pseude watch-
man from the roam. en the "Doctor”
turned and looked at us with a queer,
;tnwl malice which struck tarror to my

rt.

Al look conveyed the unmistakable
Anformation that he hadn't quite fin-
Ished with us—that people who blocked
the game he was plnylnt‘I Eenerally
fo‘l.llg him an opponent to reckoned
with.

He measured us coldly for a minute,
I wanted to shriek out that I was
Beatrice Falrfax and that my paper
would avenge me—but I was pot quite
sure that it would be wise to reveal
mﬁ' identity to the ainlster ecreature
who atood appralsing us so coldly,

A recond later wonder gave way to
diszying horror, The “Doctor’* walked
over to his medelcne chest and took
out a jar and a glass retort, He
poured some dark erysials from the jar
into the retort and then molstened the
eryatals with a glass of water. At once
a dense cloud of white vapor arose.

Blinded by Fumes.

Then the “Doctor" covered his mouth
and nose with his hand and plunged
out of the room and away from the
strangling fumes that were filing my
lungs with s choking vapor and blind-
In‘; my smarting eyes,

e 1 In the

nse and expectant,

deadly miasma that was bearing down
upon me with a foree that shoked at

y throat and Iorturo? my heart into
heavy-flooding beats. had mset out to
help Mary Ryan, but I was impotent
even to reach out a comforting hand
to the girl who had hidden from me
somewhere In the polsonous white mista
that awirled about us,

“Mary!" 1 zalled, “"Mary!"

There 'vag no answer.

When Jimmy Barton eft Mrs, Kyan's
home with the photograph whieh Mary
nad given him. yhe procoeded at once to

sat

the Hogues' Uallery,
” He was convinced that there was
)

McUabe hnd a double somewhero In New
York's underworid—and that a daring
plot had been bullt on one of those re-
semblances which we think so odd

A few minutes’ search through the
racks which decornte the walla of the
g!lltry confirmed Jimmy's suspicion,
uddenly he found what l{e WASs searchs-
ing for, a pholograph almost as i it
might have been of Uedrge McUube.
Could Mary's lover be a D, Jekyll
and Mr., Hyde? Jimmy dismissed his
theory of dual personality a second lnter
for when he had slippe! the {th:lulrnphl
from the rack and turned It about he
found this record Inscribed on U

“Sam Defarge, allas Stlent
#te.; helght, 5 feet 9 Inches; dark
bhalr and eyes: welght 19 pounds.
Whereahouts unknown. Mother lives
at 113 East 210th street,”

Jimmy made a note of that address,
He felt that “Sllent Sam** wonuld In-
evitably seek out his mother to conflide
In her the succesaful ternlnntion of his

Sam,

ecoup, If 1t were Indeed he whs had
playved so Important a part s Mr., Bar-
ton suspected In the Branx Bank roh-
bery.

Jimmy thought thia the particulnr
moment to employ a taxi. He had an
iden that he might want to get nway
from 113 East 210th street oven more
rapidiy than he got there-and h» didn't

propose to waste any time about that
elther!

Jimmy Investigates.

He left his cab at the corner of 200th
streot, and bade his driver walt,

Then he jammed his hands into his
pockets, grinned propitlatingly at the
Fates which he hoped would be kindly
and swung along quletly on his rubber-
soled shoes toward the home of Mother
Defarge.

It proved to be a tiny detached cot-
tage, surrounded by heavy shrubbery,
Jimmy, lurking In the shadows a few
houses away, saw & man sneéak up cau-
tlougly and enter the gateway. He
walted until he was sure that his man
must have entered, and then he made a
running leap that carried him over the
shrubbery at one side of the cottage.
Kneellng on the grass, he managed to
peek In and get & view of the meanly
furnished living room,

It was lighted by a kerosene lamp,
which cast sinister shadows over the
ugly lttle room. Heavy curtains hung
across what Jimmy supposed was in the
alcove bedroom. At one slde of the
table sat & wrinkled old hag.

A Sinister Greeting.
Aéross from her there was a chalr
drawn close with that alr of expectancy
which inanimate things sometimes seen
to take on. The old woman reached
over and patted a gun lylng near her on
the table,

Then she turned with an evil smile
to greet some. ona coming up through
the trapdoor at one side of the room
and who blew out a ligbfed candle di-
rectly he got Into the glare of the lump-

light.

?n the clatter of greeting and quick
uestion and answer which took plave
Hlmmy ventured to push the window
open a few Inches. Then he put lis
ear ta the little opening, wondering
meanwhile |f the unaccustomed ventlin-
tion would startle the people whose con-
versation he was determined to ovar-

onar.
But fortune was decidedly with
Jimmy, for “Bilent S8am' evidently felt
that his mother ought to get a glimpse
of whatever had taken him down Into
the basement. He led her over to the
trap and gulded her down a step or
two, and in Mat little interval Jlmmg
managed to push the window up, elim
throu it, close It amaln, and rush
over to a hiding place back of the ocur-
tains which screened the alcove from
the living room.

He crouched in that dark little
badroom and prayed fervently that
nothing should occur to make him
sneese, On a sensitive memorane
in the nasal cavity fates of the nations
have been known to rest. .

“Well, Mom, that guy's a ringer for
me all right—ain't he?” asked Bam,

A Motherly Longing.

The hag grinned affectionntely at
her son. “"You're better looking Bam-
my—you alwaya was a good-looking
boy and awful good to your poor old
Mom."

“Aw ocut Mom.

I'm wise to you
want

all right. ou your share of
our h:‘ll:l. Well, you'll get it as soon as
‘Doe" divvies up. e's some wise
boy, all right. He and Maymes aeeca
this fellow In a cheap lunch room
downtown, They've been following him
for dayas ever since they notleed how
nllke as two peas we was, and made
thelr plans on that.'

“But how did they fet him, Sam-

d hag with an

@y aphked the poor o

JIMMY SEIZED THE TELEPHONE—HE HAD FOUND THE WATCHMAN!

u'!tlr‘h Jimmy felt duty thankful

Mayme, she plays her ankle

game on him. She stumbles and turns
It after mhe sleuthed alonz after him|

till she got him alone. Then she pre-
tends to fall. She knows he's just the
sort that'll be sympathetie with a lady
in trouble.” He entches her. £he pre-
tends she can't walk, und tells him she
knows a good doctor what lives near
by. He says he will help her there,
and she knows we've got him all right.

“"Hig John Is walting Inzide the hall
with a slunegshot, and just as Mavymo
and her helpful friend start to ring the
doctor's doorbell he lumps around the
corner and hits the chap over the head.
Then he pleks him up easy—!kea ke was
a babv—and carries him Into the doc-
tor's offlce,

Praise From Headquarters.

“While our friend. the watchman, Is
#tlil nsleen from what John handed hbn,
they lay him down on a couch and take
off his unlform. Then they dress him
ub in suit of citizen’s elothes and give
me his uniform and badge. Thnt was
rome cute trick—what do You say,
mother?" "

“l any vou're m pretty samart boy,
sndd Mother Defarge.

I am setting down the story Just
Jimmy told It afterward, but Jimmy's

inimitable kood nature and slangy ex- |

pansiveness cannot make thelr way into
cold type

Hut this Is the way e concluded the
first part of his recital

“Now, the next thing this young
rleuth wanted to know was, What have
these Defnrecs got hidden away In the
basement that they seem to think ls ao
valuarle ! Uncle Jimmy had beller Eo
down and see!"

It seemed to me that It was long
hours since the "Doctor” had gone out
and left us to our uncertaln fate.
suppose, as & matter of fact, that it was
Iittle more than a minute. The most
inaistent question In my mind was:
Where i8 Jimmy Barton? .

And then with sinriling suddenness
Jimmy came hurtling through a door-
way which had a second before con-
tained the wooden barrier of a door!
I longed to lift the arms which were
bound to my wside and rub my eyes.
This, I thought, was the beginning of
the end—the vislon of the dying, who
sec what most they long Lo see.

Jimmy got there nelther as the vision
of a distorted mind nor by any myster-
lous ngency—butl rather as the Inevitable
next step In the Investigations he had
begun at the rogm‘.-a' gallery and pur-
sued to Mother Defarge’'s home.

“Bllent Bam" made clear the mystery.

“Aflter John has tled up the vwateh-
mnn and hronght him up here to eat his
heart out in the dark, 1 goes and plnys
watchman, with a mg around my
throat to look ke I had a cold and to
keep me from needing to give myself
away on account of the narural differ-
ence in our volces, I asita on =« stool
pear the door, and when the clerk ngd
all the rest of these fellows that works
at thelr swell jobs in the bank pasaes
ing. [ just nodes to 'em withoutl speak-
ing. And nobody suspects, At midnight
I lata in Doc and John with his torch.”

The Potent Flame.

“My Sammy! I'd like to see one of
them torches working,” whispoered his
mother. “It  must ook Hke regular
maglc. What did you say the name of
It was, now?"

“Oxyacetylone,” laughed Bam. “The
flame of that burns a plece clean
through the steel door next to the com-
bination und glves us a chance to put
a chisel right In the hole we male.
John takes hold of the handle, turns
it and openg the door as easy ns_ you
please—and the mouey's ours. Bome
trick! Thirty thousand dollars bocause
we got the tralns Lo go and take it."

Jimmy ecrouched behind the cur-
tains polsed for a spring, The robber
tonk out n cigarette and lighted It quite
nonchalantly—with much the 'same air
a aoclelty youth usges when coneludng

the tale of some exploit of which he i
proud.
This was the paychological moment

for Mr. Barton. He leaped through the
curtain, selzed the gun which lay upon
the table and covered 8am with It he
thief sprang to his feet and simultan-
ecously his hand shot to his hip pocket.
But a sharp command from Jimmy con=-
vinced hlm that it was too late for him
to attempt to draw his gun.

80 he ralsed his hands above his head
In* obedlence to orders from the man
whose steady alm and unsmiling mouth

were 8o disconcertingly at variance with

his dapper appearance of soclal easo.

Jimmy was so absorbed in the man
with whom he was dealing that his at-
tention did not for one second focus
on the old woman, who was crouching
nt the other slde of the table,

But she was watching Jimmy with the
fixed and beady Intensity of game ono
sees pometimes In the eyes of a cornered

rat. F
To Jimmy's alert cara there came the

|
Another man In the case—that Ueorge | aprreciation of her son's atory for | sound of a body turning restlesaly ahou!-ltlulr safety, or,

.
at least, telophone us

His attention wandered for a moment Lo | some encouraging message.

a puzsled question as to the man In the
baseggent. What was his condition?

Jimmy Finds Another Gun.

businesy at hand. He ordered SBam 1o
turn about. and with the gun already In
his posscssion pressed  between

hls captive’s hip pocket. A second later
he stood holding a gun In each hand und
reflecting whimsically that there didn't
seem any special need for the trick he
had learned out West from a friendly
Indian-—shooting with both hands simul.
taneously. :

Mother Defarge waa #otill crouched
in her corner watching with evil fixity

ﬂﬂl

the man ‘'who had ove her son.

]H" perverted mind was working auto-

matically—dhe knew the heavy penalty
| which would overtake an escaped con-
| viet If he were eaught agaln In a crime
ng! the very type n'ﬁleh had earned him

is previous sentence, She did not
pose that Sam should be taken a

Jimmy was Intent on the man fore
him. other Defarge's moment had
come. She ralsed her can and swung
it with lghtning-like rapidity and a
force her gkinny arm I‘l‘mt presaged.
| Under the impact of the Mow the glass
chimney of the lamp shivered to atoms
and heavy black darkness mantled the
room.

Automatically both of Jimmy's trig-
ger fAngers worked, Two shots rang
out—and two spurts of fire plerced the
| binck., But nefther or them found a
human mark. Sam had leaped through
the window and dragged his mother
after him,

A Sound in the Basement.

A second later Jimmy struck a match
and lighted the candle his mind had
noted when Sam put & down. He
stood in the dim light waiting—it never
occurred to him that his opponent had
gotten away leaving him master of the
situation. But a moment later a sound
from the basement claimed his atten-
tion, He lstened—and the sound re-
peated itself; it seemed a call for help.

Candle In hand, he went down into
the ugly black cinmp of that sinister
Fje‘l'lnrw.y. O\rerdln one "eorn.'; Iny a

ure prone—-and stru ng. h -
dle light Mickered an 'thel'l ﬂu:dctnl:;.
[ revealing the missing watchman, There
was no doubt about it—this was the
original of the photograph Jimmy had
noted first In Its place of honer on
Mary Ryan's mantleplece.

“I'm Jimmy Barton, of the Journal,"
sald that redoubtable youth, “and

ou're Goorge McCabe, e chap who
ooka like you got away—but his con-
federates don't lmnmrl It yet. Would you
knbw the house ere the girl lured

you'
McCabe Is Astonished.
MeCabe gasped. His mind had never
been tralned In the achool of news-
paperdom—it could not work as fast
as Jimmy's. For that matter, it could
not even Emund to follow Jimmy's.
But he had a pleasing grin—wide and
frgnk and friendly. ‘‘You're Barton, of
the Journal—I got that much all right.
Now glve us the rest of It again, will
vou? About all I seem able to realize
s E!ut you've come along and paved

n.

me.
Jimmy repeated his sketch little
story and- threw In a few detalls for

clearness.

"Oh, yes, I know the houmss.
take you there,” sald George. .

"No—my taxl'll take us.'

It was rather lucky for Mary and
me that Jimmy had kept that taxt,

When Jimmy Barton gcame hurtling
through the door of "Doctor” Bchulzse's
like & human catapult I decided that the
end of my brief stay on earth had
come. Jimmy lost no time In seising
the bolling retort and hurling it out of
the window,

He rushed over to the windows and
flung them wide, letting In a flood of
clean, blessed alr bearing the pleasantly
famillar Bronx odor of bolling cabbage
and frying onlons. They seemed ke the

rfumes of Araby after the noxious
umey of that retort. ’

Some Sort of a Fight.

Vaguely I knew that there had been
gome sort of a fight in the outer rooms,

I heard shots and shouta—but they had

meant nothing more to me,

When Jimmy told us the story of his
adventures lator at the Jourpa) I
learned jyst how he had happened to
appear at the opportunts moment. Just
after he had discovered and freed
George they rushed out from the De-
l’nrfi hut and leaped Into the walting
axi,

They whirled over to the bulldin
where Mor, and I were captive—thoug
both of them were tempted to stop at
the Ryan home and reassure us as to

r

nﬂuf. we
Then Mr. Barton returned to thoil-‘hun‘ thieves

the |
thief's shoulderbiades, Jimmy lel‘hﬂﬂt

“But every minute counted.” laughed
Jimmy. “And even If It didn't seem so
| Yery polite to keep the ladies in sus-
ecided that when you wore

¥You couldn't stop to

| pay party calls.”

The Conspirators Run Out.
When the taxl In which George Ma-
Cabe and Jimmy had been dashing
around corners In the Bronx arrived at
the street in which George remembered
| meeting Mayme, the chauffur was come
| manded to slow down to a spead which
would have won more approval frcma
18 traffic policeman than the ono ot
which they had previously been going,
(and they halled the first two pollcemon

they mat, and enlisted their ald.

Just as they Rot to the doorway doco-
rated by Dr. Bohulizo's card the coui~
, pirators came rushing out, At cnve
i tho “Doctor” and Stlent Sam pulled
|umr guna. But one of Lhe policemrin
| knocked Bam aenseless before he could

, Bhoot.

. Then two shots sounded simultan-
| eously, Jimmy and the “Doctor” ha
fired at the sa moment. BSchulse's
bullgt Went wild, but—immy's foun, ite
y mark and the “Doctor” crumpied in n
;:::.EI which iay silent and motionlens—

It was then that Jimmy taunf him-
self turned Wito a human catapuit. Hig
{John knocked the gun from his hand,
{ Plcked him up bodlly. and Hung lim
crashink agninst the door of the inner
room. It gave way and Jimmy whirled
through—to rise from his dase a second
iater and act with a promptnesa Wnivi
saved us from the fumes of the bolung

t.
fif. l'lnn‘ﬁt louulda continued,
BECO ater Geor b
rushing into the mom.‘: oiabe Samp

“Mary, my girl!" T ecrled George,
“you're safe—and wo'vo' got the others.
The policemen have handcuffed the lot—
and your George has helped his bit o=
ward getting the money for the

k—so that's all right!”

¢ was unfastening the knots which
bound her to the chair as he spoke,
and a sceond later she wos cling.:
to him, laughing and crving and tcli=
ing him all In one breath tha: ~h»
loved him and that she would necver
be glad enough she'd written to Miss
Falrfax.

“Heatrice Falrfax!" eried George al-
most incredulously. ‘1 didn't think thers
was atich & person—not u real lady any-
how, llke you, ma'am."

"H ¥ y, .
don't. you, ‘MoCabe' laughad, Ji
to Imilate

rmaking ?l It ;hnt Rentlos
man's affectionate clasp of Mary—but

with me for the recipient of his avdor,
I smiled and withdrew. Jimmy Uar-

ton was a clever Ind-—there wan 1o

doubt of that, but gs I had told Granay

a few hours before, miy work was my
",

e
Just a Little Dream.
“May I make so Lold to ask, mias,
how you came to do it—the ocolnpm, I
mean—the Advice tn the o

now,
niey,

Lovelorn?
saked George McCahe with respectful
curiosity.”

“Oh, it was alwayc a dream of nine
to 1|r)i' to help other folks a little big,'"
sal .

As 1 looked at George and Mary—
sale and happy again In thelr love—kK
found mysellf torn between two emo=
tions. There was a suddedn wmlow of
deep and tenger joy; mﬁ column. "Ade
vice to the velorn,"”” had «aved this
boy andhglrl to life and each other.

And thep there was the memory of
what grandmother had sald to me only
that morning-—-although W seosroed ule
most years since murnlu:. “Beatrice,
you ought to get marrled!” Was she
right—was |t woman's destiny to love

and marry and have &« home of her
own? Or could 1 find my Joy In serving
others? Was service my ea:lnr?

I felt Jimmy Barton's glowing eyes

fixed on my face. Bomehow 1 feit anfe
and at peace becausc he was thare.

And then I was brought bacit to the
actualities of the moment, for my ncw
friend, Mar?'. turned to me and held out
her hand. "Oh, Miss Falriax, we don's
soem to be thanking you at 41l 1ug
that doesn't mean we aren't grateful
and won't always be. 1 wonder ahere
George and 1 would be tonlght if it
weren't for you and Mr. Darton!"

1 felt the sudden sting of tears fin my
eyes. It was Jimmy who raved the day.
“Don’'t worry about where vou migh* h1
—you are ip clover., And now 1'll tol
you where we're golng to be In a1 wnin=
ute, and that's where 1 can Kot & heaf«
steak about four inches thick! Wio's
with mat"’

Everyone wasl

(The aecond eplande Im ithis unique
nnd exeiting flm play will be ‘ul-
lished mext Sunday. Be sure to lock
for It, both here and In the motion
pictures.) ey
o




